CHAPTER XX
Surgery
ROMANTICALLY THE RICHMOND  HOSPITAL Stands at the
head of Red Cow Lane and gazes down that lane at
Smithfield, with its red haycarts, and over them at
the Dublin hills. It is a dreadful reminder of the
eighteenth century; ghosts of cripples like those that
Hogarth drew haunt its wards. But while the new
hospital is being built we have to reside in the
residents' dormitory, a great loft that runs the whole
length of the building. Black curtains sliding on
rods wall the beds.
One morning Birrell shouted, " Up ! Begin the
happy day. It is time we did something for Medicine
and the general public. Bright gave them kidney
disease. Graves gave them goitre. Hunter gave the
world a syphilitic sore, and Cheyne-Stokes described
the last rhythms with which the death rattle rises and
falls. We are failing the public: what have we done ?
I alone stand out in this decadent age. I have in-
vented-------"
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